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MY  FATHER  AND  MOTHER. 


ARACHNE 


Characters : 

ARACHNE. 
IDMON,  Her  Father. 
ANNYS,  Her  Mother. 


CORINNA,  1 
LYDIA,  j 

ISMENE,      J 

MEROPE, 

UNDINE, 

SILVENE, 

IRENE, 

TRYPHENE, 


Her  Friends. 


Water  Nymphs. 


ATHENA,  A  Goddess. 


•  / 


SCENE  1 


SCENE,  The  border  of  the  River  Pactolus  in  Lydia.  On 
the  left  (s  an  oak  tree  in  hud.  On  the  right  is  seen  the  margin 
of  the  River.  Arachne*s  loom  and  embroidery  frame  stand 
on  the  ground.  Arachne  sits  on  a  stool  spinning.  The  sun 
shines.    A  soft  wind  blows.    It  is  Spring. 

ARACHNE. 

UM,  little  spindle,  hum ; 
While  I  draw  thread  more  fine  than  morning 

mist; 
For  see,  like  gossamer  the  filament 
Floats  on  the  breeze;  and  now  the  spring 
day  sun 

Dances  a-tiptoe  on  the  whirling  wool 

And  lights  a  rainbow  there.    Hum,  little  top, 

Louder  and  louder ;  faster  and  more  fast 

I'll  spin  thee  ;  and  my  fingers  shall  not  tire 

Till  I  have  spun  a  funicle  so  fine 

That  to  the  eye  it  is  invisible. 

Hum,  little  spindle,  hum. 

I  that  am  famous  throughout  Lydia 

Shall  one  day  be  renowned  in  every  land  ; 

For  not  another  mortal  in  the  world 

Can  spin  as  I  can  ;  weave  the  warp  and  weft 

As  I  can ;  not  another  in  the  world  ! 

My  tapestries  shall  hang  upon  the  walls 

Of  fanes  and  palaces ;  my  woven  cloths 

Shall  swaddle  princes ;  my  embroideries 

Shall  cover  queens,  and  queenly  airs  bestow. 


And  yet  it  will  be  I,  the  young  Arachne, 

Who  am  the  prince,  the  queen,  the  peerless  artist — 

For  not  another  mortal  in  the  world 

Can  spin  and  weave  as  I  ceui ;  nay,  not  one. 


ATHENA. 
ARACHNE. 


ATHENA. 


ARACHNE. 
ATHENA. 


{Enter  Athena.) 

What ;  do  I  hear  thee  boasting,  my  Arachne  ? 

Athena  hsdl !  And  if  my  words  are  boasts, 
Pardon  them,  goddess ;  but  such  idle  dreams, 
Caused  by  the  drowsy  humming  of  my  spindle. 
Are  blameless  boasts  indeed. 

Take  up  thy  work 
And  boast  no  more,  thou  foolish  little  maid. 
How  often  have  I  warned  thee  to  remember 
Thy  skill  is  not  thine  own  ? 

A  thousand  times. 


Without  my  schooling  and  my  discipline, 

My  long,  long  patience  with  thee,  thy  two  hands 

Had  been  as  clumsy  as  the  hands  untaught 

Of  babes.     I  fear  thy  youthful  memory 

Too  easily  forgets  a  benefit. 

ARACHNE.    Misjudge  me  not,  Athena ;  I  remember. 
Yet  what  has  youth  to  do  with  memory  ? 
Age  may  look  backward ;  youth  looks  on  before ; 
And  I  was  seeing  visions- 
Graceless  child ! 
But  I  forgive  thee  thy  young  waywardness 
If  thou  forget  not  whence  thy  skill  is  due. 
Then  had  I  not  a  natural  genius 
For  spinning  ?    Had  I  not  an  inborn  gift. 
Discerned  by  thee,  but  not  by  thee  bestowed  ? 
Oh  let  my  talent  bc'^my  own— my  own. 
Not  given  by  gods,  or  man-inherited— 
But  my  peculiar  gift— though  taught  by  thee. 
Is  this  not  true  ? 


ATHENA. 


ARACHNE. 


ATHENA.  Thou  art  too  curious, 

When  it  would  more  become  thee  to  be  meek. 
Even  were  thy  gift  thine  own,  it  had  been  vain 
Without  my  guidance.     Can  a  seed  mature 
When  sun  and  rain  are  lacking  ? 

ARACHNE.  Nay ;  nor  when 

Good  soil  is  lacking. 

ATHENA.  Peace,  thou  quick -tongued  girl. 

When  first  I  taught  thee— seven  years   old  thou 

wert— 
The  humblest  blossom  was  less  humble,  child, 
Than  thou— more  modest  than  the  celandine  ; 
But  now— 

ARACHNE.  'But  now*? 

ATHENA.  —Thou  art  less  teachable. 

And  dost  offend  me  with  thy  vanity. 
Beware,  sweet  pupil. 

ARACHNE.  Pardon,  great  Athena ; 

Yet  innocent  conceit  is  no  large  crime. 
ATHENA.      Conceit  is  never  innocent. 

ARACHNE.  Besides, 

I  have  some  cause— 

ATHENA.  What  cause  ? 

ARACHNE.  Why,  goddess,  see 

This  fairy  filament,  like  golden  down 

From  infant's  head,  that  I  have  spun  to-day. 

Is  it  not  marvellous  ?    What  mortal  hands 

But  mine  could  spin  it  ? 
ATHENA.  What  immortal  hands 

Taught  thine  the  art  to  spin  it,  silly  girl? 
ARACHNE.     And  I  am  grateful. 
ATHENA.  Not  so  grateful  now 

As  once,  Arachne.    Gratitude  grows  less 

When  kindness  is  repeated  many  times. 


ARACHNE     Nay ;  gratitude  grows  less  as  skill  grows  more, 
And  pupils,  thus  becoming  masters,  lean 
No  longer  on  their  guides  but  on  themselves ; 
Having  learned  all  they  can. 

ATrtENA.  O  thou  hard  heart ! 

ARACHNE.    Nay.    My  achievement  is  my  gratitude 
To  thee,  Athena.    Look  upon  this  scarf 
Thou  badst  me  weave— this  dream  of  loveliness, 
Dissolving  almost  at  the  finger  touch, 
Like  yonder  rainbow  in  the  waterfall 
That  was  my  pattern.     Every  day  I  watched 
Until  the  sun  toward  the  zenith  climbed. 
When,  suddenly,  the  river-bow  appeared. 
To  last  one  minute,  in  which  little  time, 
Fixing  upon  the  arc  my  gaze,  I  wove 
Until  it  vanished.    Now  my  labour  lives— 
A  fairer  bow  than  any  I  have  seen 
The  nimble  Iris  fling  across  the  sky. 

ATHENA.       It  is  well  done. 

ARACHNE.  Ah!    Praise  from   thee,  Athena, 

Is  precious  praise. 

ATHENA.  I  do  not  praise  thy  work, 

Arachne,  but  the  patience  and  the  toil 
That  made  it.    See,  I  fling  thy  rainbow  scarf 
Upon  the  river.     Tis  a  nothing,  girl— 
An  exercise— a  little  flimsy  toy. 

ARACHNE.    Alas !    Alas  !    My  treasured  work !    Let  be ! 
Athena ;   I  must  dive  and  rescue  it. 
I  pray  thee  loose  me.    Thou  art  over-cruel. 
Oh  give  me  back  my  best  I 

ATHENA.  Thou  foolish  chit. 

To  set  thy  heart  upon  that  trivial  thing— 
A  useless  rag. 
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ARACHNE. 

ATHENA. 

ARACHNE. 
ATHENA. 


ARACHNE. 
ATHENA. 

ARACHNE. 

ATHENA. 
ARACHNE. 

ATHENA. 


ARACHNE. 
ATHENA. 

ARACHNE. 
ATHENA. 


No  loveliness  is  useless- 
Beauty  is  its  own  use,  oh  cold  and  stern  !•- 
And  it  was  beautiful,  my  scarf. 

'Twas  nought. 
The  work  that  made  it  was  the  only  plea 
For  its  creation. 

Then  must  we  destroy 
Our  work  when  finished,  like  Penelope? 

Control  thy  tongue,  Arachne ;  'tis  a  member 
That  loves,  like  naughty  children,  to  escape 
Its  mother's  rule. 

This  once  give  back  my  scarf ! 

Come,  wail  no  more  for  such  a  childish  cause. 
But  listen  to  me. 

Speak^then,  so  unkind. 

Pout  not,  Arachne. 

Thou  hast  wounded  me. 

The  wound  will  heal,  if  reason  thou  apply 
As  pleister.    Heed  me  well  now,  for  I  come 
With  kind  intent  to  free  thee  from  thy  pledge 
For  twenty  years  to  be  my  pupil.     Five 
Have  still  to  run ;  but  thou  so  perfectly 
Hast  leariled  thine  art,  that  I  shall  come  no  more 
To  guide  thy  fljring  shuttle  through  the  warp, 
Or  choose  thy  colours  for  thee.     From  this  hour 
Be  thine  own  mistress ;  I  can  teach  thee  naught 
Thou  hast  not  learned  already. 

I  am  free  ? 

Free  of  thy  bond.    Of  masters  none  is  free 
Till  he  be  master  of  himself. 


Free !    Free ! 

Poor  captive  lark  that  twitters: 
Free! 


Free !     Free ! 
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When  the  cage  door  is  opened,  and  it  flies 
Into  what's  but  another  larger  cage 
Whose  bars  at  first  do  seem  invisible. 

ARACHNE.    I  thank  thee  for  this  honour. 

ATHENA.  Tis  deserved. 

Two  things  henceforth  remember :  Work,  because 

Work  is  a  duty— great  and  glorious— 

That  man,  would  he  be  joyful,  must  perform. 

And,  mark  this  well,  be  deaf  to  flattery. 

I  love  thee,  my  Arachne,  and  should  grieve 

To  know  thee  arrogant. 

ARACHNE.  Thou'rt  leaving  me 

Forever  ? 

ATHENA.  No;  I  shall  return  at  times 

To  watch  thee,  lest  thy  freedom  make  thee  care- 
less. 
Farewell. 

ARACHNE.  Farewell.    My  gratitude  shall  shine 

In  every  web  I  weave.    In  silk  and  wool 
Perpetuated  it  shall  be ;  and  songs 
Of  gratitude  my  spindle  shall  relate 
As  'neath  my  thumb  it  flies.    . 

ATHENA.  Well  spoken,  child. 

{Exit  Athena.) 

ARACHNE.    Ah !    She  is  gone !     Now  am  I  free  indeed ! 
Athena  hsis  been  wise  and  kind  to  me. 
And  infinitely  patient.    Q  how  patient ! 
But  she  vfas  overfond  of  good  advice 
That  irked  me.    Now  I  will  advise  myself. 
Oh  years  to  come !    Oh  future  that  is  mine ! 
I  see  you  like  a  mountain  through  the  dawn. 
Veiled  in  a  lovely  mist  that  hides  the  crags 
I  know  are  there.    My  feet  already  throb 
To  leap  the  chasms  and  spring  up  the  rocks— 
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ANNYS. 

IDMON. 
ANNYS. 

IDMON. 
ANNYS. 
IDMON. 
ARACHNE. 

IDMON. 

ARACHNE. 

IDMON. 

ANNYS. 


ARACHNE. 


ANNYS. 


I  love  what's  difficult  and  dangerous-^ 
And  I  will  dare  wild,  perilous  ascents 
For  thee,  my  art.    No  shaggy  precipice 
Shall  daunt  me,  and  no  gulf  awake  my  fear, 

Till  I  have  scaled  the  highest  of  all  heights 

But  'tis  the  climbing  that  shall  be  my  joy. 
And  not  the  moment  when  the  climb  is  done. 

{Enter  Idmon  and  Annys,     He  carries  two 
copper  cauldrons  filled  with  dyes.    She  carries  a 
basket.) 
Behold  her,  Idmon,  spinning  thread  like  glass. 

How  diligent  she  is ! 

How  beautiful ! 
See  how  the  sunlight  sparkles  on  her  hair. 

A  blessed  p2ur  are  we  that  she  is  ours. 

Shall  we  disturb  her  if  we  show  ourselves  ? 

I'll  speak  to  her.    Arachne—  : 

I  am  busy, 
Dear  father. 

Hush...!  will  not  make  a  noise. 
Where  shall  I  set  these  brazen  vesseb,  child  ? 

I  am  not  ready  for  them.     Set  them  here, 
And  dip  these  wools. 

I  will,  my  precious  maid. 

Lay  down  thy  distaff,  love,  one  flying  breath  ' 
And  sip  this  bowl  of  sweet  Tymolean  wine 
I  poured  for  thee  ;  and  taste  these  saffron  cakes 
I  baked  for  thee.    They  will  refresh  thee,  child. 

I  am  not  hungry,  mother.     Take  them  hence. 
And  leave  me,  for  my  work  is  delicate 
And  executed  best  in  solitude. 
Come,  Idmon ;  we  disturb  her.     Dearest  one, 
Tire  not  thyself.    Farewell. 
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IDMON.  Farewell,  awhile ; 

Thy  wools  are  soaking. 

ARACHNE.  I  will  see  to  them. 

Farewell. 

ANNYS.         Behold  her  Idmon. 

IDMON.  Can  it  be 

That  she,  as  far  above  our  simple  ken 

As  heaven  is  o'er  earth,  was  born  our  child  ? 

ANNYS.         A  solemn  wonder,  Idmon. 
IDMON.  And  a  joy. 

(Exeunt  Idmon  and  Annys.) 

ARACHNE.    Alas  !  My  worthy  parents  weary  me  ; 

For  though  in  my  long-suffering  ears  they  pour 

Their  praises,  little  do  they  understand 

My  genius... Besides— 

Who  wants  their  admiration,  dearest  fools  ? 

Who  cares  to  hear  my  good,  kind  father's  view  ? 

Only  a  fellow  fool 

I  hear  a  song — 
The  nymphs !  There  is  no  peace  for  me  to-day. 


{Enter  Nymphs.     As  they  sing  they  group 
themselves  round  Arachne.) 

NYMPHS,     {singing) 

From  the  singing  Pactolus  whose  sands  are  of 

gold, 
And  whose  lingering  waters  are  sparkling  and 

cold 
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As  the  frost  on  the  mountain,  we  run  to  behold 

thee, 
And  in  our  slim  arms,    dearest    mortal,   enfold 

thee. 

From  the  floor  of  the  stream,  where  the  water 

snails  cling. 
To  the  surface  like  bubbles  we  rose ;  and  now 

wring 
The  cool  foam  from  our    long    dripping    hair ; 

while  we  sing  thee 
Our  song ;  and  white  lilies  and  water  buds  fling 

thee. 

MEROPE.       Arachne,  sweet  Arachne  ! 

ARACHNE.  Have  a  care, 

Pale  Merope,  the  water  from  thy  curls 
Drips  on  my  loom. 

IRENE.  Arachne,  sweet  Arachne ! 

ARACHNE.    Irene,  not  so  near,  thy  trailing  weeds 
Scatter  their  pearls  upon  my  tapestry. 

SILVENE.       Arachne,  sweet  Arachne ! 

ARACHNE.  Kiss  me  not, 

Silvene,  till  the  sun  drinks  up  the  spray 
Upon  thy  limbs. 

UNDINE.  Arachne,  sweet  Arachne ! 

ARACHNE.     Away,  Undine,  the  lilies  on  thy  brow 

Are  raining  dewdrops  o'er  my  delicate  work. 

TRYPHENE.  Arachne,  sweet  Arachne  ! 

ARACHNE.  Fair  Tryphene, 

Caress  me  not,  I  pray  thee ;  I  must  work. 
Ye  vex  me,  nymphs.    Go  frolic  farther  off. 

MEROPE.       Alas,  our  sweetest  one  is  overcast. 

UNDINE.        Something  has  worried  her. 
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IRENE. 

SILVENE. 

TRYPHENE. 

ALL. 

( 
TRYPHENE. 
MEROPE. 
UNDINE. 
ARACHNE. 

SILVENE. 

ARACHNE. 

MEROPE. 
ARACHNE. 
UNDINE. 
ARACHNE. 


^ 


TRYPHENE. 

ARACHNE. 

ALL. 

MEROPE. 

ARACHNE. 

IRENE. 


She  is  offended 
And  frowning. 

She  is  like  a  summer  drought 
Come,  let  us  show  her  this. 

We  will!    We  will! 
T/iey  show  Arachne  the  rainbow  scarf.) 
Behold,  Arachne ! 

Sweet,  behold ! 
Behold! 

Why  !    Ye  have  stolen  the  rainbow  from  the  fall ! 
Iris  will  scold  you. 

Nay  ;  it  is  a  scarf, 
So  beautifully  woven  that  we  think 
Athena  wove  it 

No,  it  is  my  own ! 
1  wove  it.    O  my  lovely  rainbow  scarf ! 

We  found  it  in  our  river.    It  is  ours. 

Nay,  nay ;  'tis  mine. 

How  did'st  thou  lose  it  then? 

— *Tis  so  etherial,  a  sudden  breeze 
Upbore  it,  like  a  plumed  seed,  away 

1  knew  not  where It  is  the  rarest  web 

That  single-handed  I  have  wrought.  Dear  nymphs, 
Come  kiss  me  now.    I  thank  you  everyone 
For  rescuing  my  scarf. 

We  thought  it  ours, 
ril  kiss  you  for  it  then. 

Sweet,  sweet  Arachne. 
What  wilt  thou  give  us  now  for  rescuing  it  ? 
You  greedy  nymphs,  are  kisses  not  enough  ? 
Be  generous ;  we  have  been  good  to  thee. 
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ARACHNE.    Choose  then  some  little  thing. 

MEROPE.  For  me  a  skein 

Of  purple  wool. 

ARACHNE.  Take  one. 

UNDINE.  For  me  the  snippets 

That  fall  from  thine  embroidery. 

ARACHNE.  They're  thine. 

SILVENE.      A  pointed  needle. 

ARACHNE.  Nay,  Silvene,  nay, 

Thou'lt  prick  thyself. 

SILVENE.  I  will  not. 

ARACHNE.  And  wilt  tease 

The  spotted  trout  that  gambol  in  the  stream. 

SILVENE.       I  will  not ;  oh  I  will  not. 

ARACHNE.  Nor  pick  out 

The  caddis  from  his  home  ? 

SILVENE.  I  promise  thee 

I  will  not. 

ARACHNE.  Nor  fright  dragon-flies  and  voles  ? 

SILVENE.      Nay,  nay. 

ARACHNE.  Then  take  it,  sprite,  and  play  no  pranks. 

IRENE.  For  me  a  chord  to  fasten  up  my  hair 

As  thine  is  fastened. 

ARACHNE.  Weeds  become  thee  more. 

IRENE.  Sweet  one,  the  silver  chord  is  dauntier. 

ARACHNE.    Then  take  it,  nymph. 

TRYPHENE.  For  me  a  box-wood  shutde 

To  float  upon  the  water  like  a  boat. 

ARACHNE.    I  have  not  one  to  spare. 

TRYPHENE.  Thou  hast ;  thou  hast. 
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ARACHNE.    No,  I  have  not,  rude  fay.      Come,  whimper    not. 
These  empty  reels  will  make  thee  better  toys. 

TRYPHENE.  They  will  not ;  but  I'll  take  them. 

IRENE.  Some  for  me  ! 

ARACHNE.    Now  quarrel  not  among  yourselves,  I  pray, 
Or  I  will  smartly  whip  you,  and  forbid 
Your  coming  here  to  watch  me. 

ALL.  Sweet  Arachne ! 

ARACHNE.    Cajoling  naiads stand  away  from  me. 

MEROPE.       We  love  to  watch  thy  nimble  fingers  dart 

Between  the  warp,  like  blennies  through  the  reeds, 

UNDINE.       The  finest  work  of  other  maids  is  coarse 
Beside  thy  roughest  fabric. 

TRYPHENE.  One  would  say 

Thy  mother  was  a  goddess. 

IRENE.  Certainly 

Thou  art  no  common  mortal,  sweetest  one. 

SILVENE.      Athena  will  grow  envious  of  thee. 

ARACHNE.    Away,  away,  ye  subtle  river  elves. 

That  flatter  with  your  naughty  little  tongues 
Because  I  give  you  toys.    You  love  me  not 
For  aught  besides. 

ALL.  We  do,  indeed  we  do. 

ARACHNE.     —  When  I  am  kind  and  merry  ;  but  when  sad 
And  cross,  ye  hate  me.     Come,  pale  nixie-folk. 
And  kiss  me  with  your  cold  inhuman  lips, 
Then  leave  me. 

ALL.  Sweet  Arachne  !  Sweet  Arachne  ! 

NYMPHS,     {exeunt  singing) 

Away  to  the  forest,  pine-scented  and  cool, 
Where  the  misty  green  willows  drip    over    the 
pool; 
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And  down  let  us  dive  through  the  waters,  and 

sleep 
In  the  twilight  of  noon  where  the  river  is  deep. 


ARACHNE.    The  river  spirits  are  a  soulless  race, 

As  light  as  froth,  as  noisy  as  the  foam, 
But  lovely  as  the  sparkling  bubbles  there ; 
And  useful  to  me.    O  delicious  scarf. 

How  glad  I  am  to  see  thee Ruthless  One, 

The  waves  have  not  destroyed  my  fairy  dream 
One  whit :  they  know  what's  beautiful  and  rare. 
{Enter  Corinna.) 

ARACHNE.    Good-day,  Corinna. 

CORINNA.  How  now,  idling  still  ? 

ARACHNE.    *  Idling '  ?    You  call  this  idling  ?    Mock  me  not 

CORINNA.      You  should  be  scrubbing  on  your  mother's  floor ; 
Baking  your  father's  bread ;  and  on  your  loom, 
In  place  of  cobwebs,  weaving  homespun  wool 
For  working  garments.    Have  you  no  true  love 
For  your  good  parents,  that  you  idle  thus 
Your  life  away  ? 

ARACHNE.  Why ;  are  you  envious 

Because  your  fingers  fumble  in  their  work 
While  mine  are  nimble  ?    Carp  no  more  at  me, 
'Tis  better  to  be  idle,  as  you  call  me. 
When  beauty  is  the  fruit  of  idleness, 
Than  scrubbing  kitchen  floors  and  baking  bread. 
And  leave  the  world  no  lasting  legacy. 

{Enter  Lydia  and  hmene  with  baskets.) 
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ISMENE. 
LYDIA. 

ISMENE. 


ARACHNE. 


LYDIA. 

ISMENE. 

CORINNA. 

LYDIA. 

ARACHNE. 
ISMENE. 

LYDIA. 

CORINNA. 

ARACHNE. 

LYDIA. 


Gentle  Ismene,  laughing  Lydia,  welcome ; 
Stroke  me,  I  pray  you,  for  my  temper's  ruffled. 
And  tell  me,  am  I  lazy  ? 

Lazy  ?     You ! 
The  tireless  weaver !    Nay ;  you  work  too  hard. 

Which  very  reason  brings  us  to  you  now 
To  beg  you  set  aside  your  loom,  and  come 
To  gather  daffodib  and  crocuses^- 
The  fields  are  freckled  with  them. 

And  the  woods 
Are  pied  with  bluebells  and  anemones. 
Come,  come,  dear  heart,  or  Spring  will  slip  away 
Ere  you  have  plucked  one  nose-gay  for  your  breast. 

I'll  fill  a  picture  full  of  them,  Ismene— 

Of  blooms  that  cannot  fade.    I'll  catch  the  Spring 

Upon  my  web,  as  1  the  rainbow  caught 

You  wonder! 

O  you  marvel ! 

Spoil  her  not, 
Ye  foolish  maids.    Arachne,  go  with  them. 

Come  and  be  merry.     Lay  aside  your  loom. 

No ;  do  not  tempt  me. 

Come,  O  come ;  we'll  play 
With  those  winged  hamadryads  in  the  wood. 

The  fauns  shall  dig  us  up  white  violet  roots 
To  deck  our  gardens. 

Go,  Arachne ;  go. 

I  must  not ;  I  am  busy. 

Then  we'll  stay 
And  watch  your  fingers  flutter  in  the  warp 
Like  little  birds.    Your  hands  are  beautiful, 
Arachne. 
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CORINNA.  Beautiful  from  want  of  work. 

Indeed  their  beauty  should  dishonour  them. 
Look  on  her  mother's  hands,  and  then  on  hers. 

LYDIA.  Peace,  virtuous  Corinna ;  one  who  spins 

Like  this  should  be  exempt  from  coarser  toil. 

ISMENE.        It  is  the  joy  of  her  kind  mother's  heart 

To  work  for  this  rare  child.  She  loves  to  use 
Her  willing  hands  in  service,  and  would  weep 
To  be  deprived  of  this  sweet  sacrifice. 

{Enter  Idmon  and  Annys.) 

IDMON.         The  board  is  set  for  dinner,  child ;  come  home 
And  rest  thyself,  until  the  noonday  sun 
Grows  cooler.    I  will  carry  back  these  dyes. 

ANNYS.         And  1  thy  spindle,  love. 

ISMENE.  And  we  thy  loom. 

CORINNA.     Shall  parents  wait  upon  their  children  thus  ? 
O  foolish  parents,  rather  are  ye  slaves. 

LYDIA.  We'll  be  her  slaves ;  for  it  will  spoil  her  hands 

To  lift  these  heavy  frames.    Not  everyone 
Can  spin  as  spins  Athena. 

CORINNA.  Peace,  rash  girl, 

What  words  are  these ! 

ARACHNE.  True  words.    Not  they  alone 

Declare  Athena  has  a  rival  now. 

(Enter  nymphs.) 
MEROPE.       Beware! 
SILVENE,  Beware ! 

UNDINE.  Beware! 

TRYPHENE.  Sweet  one,  beware ! 

ARACHNE.    Of  what  ?  Why  !  Were  the  goddess  near  me  now 
I'd  challenge  her— 

NYMPHS.  Hush ! 
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ARACHNE.  —to  contend  with  me. 

IRENE.  Beware ! 

UNDINE.  Beware! 

MEROPE.  Beware ! 

SILVENE.  Sweet  one,  beware  ! 

ARACHNE.  Silence,  ye  dripping  elves,  I  do  repeat  it. 

{Enter  Athena,  disguised  as  an  old  woman,) 

ATHENA.      Repeat  it  not. 

ISMENE.  Who  is  this  ag^d  one  ? 

LYDIA.  A  stranger,  and  a  beggar. 

CORINNA.  Hush ;  she  speaks. 

ATHENA.      Unsay  thy  words,  bold  maiden.      *Tis  not  yet 
Too  late  to  beg  the  great  Athena's  pardon. 
Thy  speech  was  thoughtless— 

ARACHNE.    Peace,  thou  beggarcrone, 

That  comest  here  in  tatters  to  upbraid 
One  whom  thou  knowest  not. 

ATHENA.  Oh  foolish  girl. 

Were  I  indeed  a  beggar,  thou  a  queen, 
Mine  age  alone  should  courtesy  command. 
That  which  I  beg  of  thee  is  not  thy  gold. 
But  wiser  words.    Thy  challenge  to  Athena 
Will  echo  harshly  through  the  courts  of  Zeus 
And  much  displease    her.     Wherefore,  on  thy 

knees, 
Her  pardon  beg,  which  she  will  quickly  grant. 
Pit  thou  thy  skill  against  thy  fellow  folk. 
Not  goddesses.     Come,  pray  forgiveness,  child, 
Or  suffer  for  thy  boast. 

ARACHNE.  Begone,  old  witch  ! 

Thou  hast  survived  too  long ;  and  thy  dry  brains 
Are  shrivelled  as  thy  skin.    Were  I  to  shake  thee 
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They'd  rattle  in  thy  skull  like  withered  nuts. 
Advise  thy  great-great  grandchild   if  thou  have 

one, 
But  leave  me  to  my  own  advising,  pray  ; 

I  am  no  child And  what  hast  thou  to  do 

With  great  Athena  ?    Let  her  come  herself 
To  meet  my  honest  challenge— if  she  dare. 

ATHENA.  (discoi;eri'ng  herself.)        Lo !  She  is  come  ! 

{The  nymphs  cower  together.    The  mortals, 
except  Arachne,  kneel.) 

MEROPE.       She  pales. 

SILVENE.  She  staggers. 

UNDINE.  Come,  away,  away ! 

IRENE.  We  shall  be  chidden. 

TRYPHENE.  Sisters,  hide  yourselves. 

ATHENA.      Back  to  your  streams,  ye  little  water  sprites. 

{Exeunt  Nymphs.) 

IDMON.         Noble  Athena,  spare  our  foolish  child. 

ANNYS.         Her  tongue  is  quick  and  doth  outrun  her  thoughts. 
I  pray  thee  let  me  punish  her. 

IDMON.  On  me 

Inflict  her  punishment ;  for  I  can  bear 
More  than  a  maiden  can. 

ANNYS.  One  half  inflict 

On  me. 
IDMON.  If  it  be  possible,  forgive ! 

ATHENA.      Go  hence,  fond  creature,  that  have  tried  to  spoil 

Your  difficult  child.    I'll  speak  with  her  alone. 
IDMON.         Be  wise,  sweet  daughter,  and  she  will  be  just. 
ANNYS.         Humble  thyself,  love,  for  thy  parents'  sake. 
(Exeunt  Idmon  and  Annys.) 
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ATHENA. 
CORINNA. 

ATHENA. 

CORINNA. 
ISMENE. 

LYDIA. 

ATHENA. 

LYDIA.    \ 
ISMENE.  / 

ATHENA. 
ARACHNE. 

ATHENA. 
ARACHNE. 
ATHENA. 
ARACHNE. 

ATHENA. 


Leave  us,  ye  maidens. 

For  her  insolence 
Punish  her  well,  great  goddess. 

Judge  her  not 
To  me,  nor  counsel  me  ;  the  wrong  she  did 
Was  done  to  me,  not  thee* 

Forgive  my  words. 
{Exit  Corinna,) 

Immortal  One,  may  I,  a  pigmy,  plead 

For  my  too-human  friend  ?    I  pray  thee,  temper 

Thy  justice  with  compassion. 

I  implore  thee 
Chastise  her  not  too  mercilessly,  goddess. 
She  is  our  dear  companion— our  best  friend. 

Fear  not,  kind  hearts. 

We  praise  thy  glorious  neune . 

(Exeunt  Lydia  and  hmene,) 

Arachne. 

Scourge  me ;  kill  me  ;  torture  me  ; 
I  am  no  cringing  coward  to  beg  thy  ruth. 

It  were  not  cowardice  to  beg  my  pardon. 

Nay ;  but  it  were  to  own  myself  at  fault. 

'Twere  noble  in  thee  to  admit  thine  error. 

What  thou  call'st  *  Error,'  I  a  challenge  call ; 
The  error's  thine  if  thou  accept  it  not. 

Beware,  rash  maid,  my  pity  is  not  yet 
Forspent,  but  will  be  soon. 
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ARACHNE.  I  spurn  it  then. 

ATHENA.      Thou  art  not  sorry  for  the  moonstruck  words 
That  in  my  face  thou  flungest  ? 

ARACHNE.  Nay,  nay,  nay— 

To  show  thee  that  I  am  not,  I  repeat  them : 
I  challenge  thee  to  strive  thy  best  with  me. 

ATHENA.      The  gods  above  look  down  and  laugh  at  thee. 

ARACHNE.    So  !    I  amuse  the  scornful  deities 

Whose  tame  comedians  we  poor  mortals  are  ! 

ATHENA.      Thou  pitihil  bright  bubble  ! 

ARACHNE.  *  Pitiful  * ! 

Accept  my  challenge ! 

ATHENA.  ^      Thou  art  mad. 

ARACHNE.  Accept ! 

ATHENA.  These  words  are  but  false  echoes  of  thy  thoughts. 

ARACHNE.  Zeus  knows  I  am  in  earnest. 

ATHENA.  Woe  is  me ! 

To  see  thee  lose  thy  reason. 

ARACHNE.  I  am  sane 

ATHENA.      Thy  challenge  is  accepted. 

ARACHNE.  Ah! 

ATHENA.  One  year 

To  win  it  I  will  grant  thee— twelve  whole  moons— 
When  they  are  passed  we'll  meet  again,  compare 
Our  webs,  and  see— 

ARACHNE.  One  year— no  more  ? 

ATHENA.  Why  more? 

It  should  prove  time  enough. 

ARACHNE.  It  shall,  it  shall ! 

ATHENA.      Still  obstinate  ? 
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ARACHNE. 
ATHENA. 


As  granite  is. 
Alas! 

{Exit  Athena.) 


ARACHNE.    What  have  I  done  ?    What  demon  prompted  me  ? 
I  challenge  her  !  I  must  be  dreaming  mad  ! 
And  yet— and  yet  I  glory  in  this  deed. 
We  mortals  do  abase  ourselves  too  oft 

Before  the  gods 

Ismene !     Lydia ! 
Where  are  my  friends  ?    Have  they  forsaken  me  ? 
Mother !     She  hears  me  not...Corinna  !     Gone. 
Why  do  I  call  them  ?    On  myself  I'll  lean 
Throughout  this  ordeal.    I  am  strong  enough. 
For  twelve  long  moons  I  will  scarce  eat  or  sleep  ; 
Pillow  and  plate  shall  know  me  not.    My  parents 
Must  be  my  slaves— such  slavery  they  love. 
My  friends  must  not  come  nigh  me.     All  alone 
rU  work  my  fingers  till  they  smart  with  psiin ; 
My  eyes  until  they  swim  with  weariness  ; 
My  whole  young  body  till  it  cries  aloud 
For  mercy.    But  I  will  be  merciless 
Towards  myself  till  Spring  come  back  again, 
To  find  another  masterpiece  is  born 
Of  woven  glory  that,  like  noonday  sun^ 
Shall  dazzle  all  who,  marvelling,  gaze  thereon. 

Earth !    Ocean !    Heaven  !    Prompt  me  with  a 

theme 

Both  human  and  divine ! 

Eternal  love ! 
....  •  • 

O  matchless  inspiration !  Burning  light ! 
What  visions  in  my  daring  thoughts  unroll ! 
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I  see  them  in  a  shining  haze  :  the  loves 
Of  gods  and  women— goddesses  and  men. 
Supreme  design!      Tremendous  argument ! 
Be  thou  my  chosen  theme  !    And  so  farewell. 
Dear  idle  past ;    and  hail !  stern  years  to  come ! 

CURTAIN. 


-^^-  \)SmA\\ 


/^/y/iii/  //"^ . 


SCENE. 


SCENE   II. 

S  before,  a  year  later. 

Enter 
Nymphs, 
singing 


NYMPHS.       O  life-giving  Sister  !     O  Spring  of  the  year  ! 
We  lift  up  our  voices  to  welcome  thee,  dear. 
Thy  kisses  have  melted  our  frozen  domain, 
And  the  water  is  bubbling  and  singing  again. 
Thy  footsteps  are    kindling  the  flowers  on  the 

fells ; 
Thy  fingers  are  fondling  the  buds  in  the  dells ; 
The  ruby  is  lit  on  the  larch  by  thy  hand  ; 
And  the  seeds  break  the  ground  at  thy  gentle 

command. 
O  love-lighting  Sister  !    O  Spring  of  the  year  ! 
Again  with  our  voices  we  welcome  thee,  dear. 
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MEROPE.      Twelve  moons  are  past. 

TRYPHENE.  Our  sweet  Arachne  came 

Not  hither  since  the  fatehil  test  began. 
Sadly  we  miss  her. 

UNDINE.  She  will  come  to-day ! 

SILVENE.      Hark,  sisters^  I  have  news  of  her. 

ALL.  What  news  ? 

SILVENE.      This  morning  ere  the  waning  moon  was  set, 
I  lay  concealed  £unong  the  river  reeds, 
When  human  voices  broke  the  quietude. 
Framed  on  the  green  horizon  then  I  saw 
Two  figures  hand  in  hand,  whom  presently 
1  knew  to  be  Arachne's  dearest  friends— 
Ismene,  Lydia,  sleepless  from  suspense, 
Had  come  to  cool  their  sharp  anxiety 
In  the  cold  dews  of  dawn. 

IRENE.  They  spoke  of  her  ? 

SILVENE.      Alas!    They  did. 

IRENE.  Why  sighest  thou? 

SILVENE.  They  said 

That  all  day  long  and  half  the  night  she  stands 
Before  her  loom  within  a  chamber  small. 
Alone,  but  for  the  silent  visiting 
Of  her  distracted  parents  ;  one  with  food, 
The  other  with  her  bobbins,  dyes,  and  silks, 
So  that  she  shall  not  pause  to  leave  her  work. 
They  said  she  never  speaks,  but  to  command 
Her  parents ;  that  she  never  laughs  nor  sighs. 
But  that  she  is  as  pale  as  water  flowers 
Under  the  moon. 

IRENE.  Alas,  sweet  mortal  one  ! 

TRYPHENE.  Spoke  they  not  of  her  work  ? 
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SILVENE. 
MEROPE. 

LYDIA. 

ISMENE. 

LYDIA. 

ISMENE. 

CORINNA. 

ISMENE. 

LYDIA. 

CORINNA. 

LYDIA. 


CORINNA. 
LYDIA. 


ISMENE. 


CORINNA. 


Only  to  say 
They  had  not  seen  it. 

Hither  come  her  friends. 

{Enter  Corinnay  Lydia  and  Ismene.) 

This  fierce  anxiety  tormenteth  me ; 
I  scarce  can  besur  it. 

It  will  soon  be  past. 
Have  courage. 

Shall  we  go  or  stay  ? 

Why,  stay. 

What ;  stay  and  see  Arachne  put  to  shame  ? 

No ;  stay  and  help  Arachne  bear  her  shame. 

And  share  it  with  her.    Are  we  not  her  friends  ? 

Are  you  so  proud  to  be  Arachne's  friends  ? 
*Tis  said  we  do  reveal  our  characters 
In  choice  of  friends. 

Our  pride  is  infinite 
To  call  her  ours.    Whatever  she  may  seem 
To  you  and  to  the  cold  indifferent  world, 
We  know  her  loving  and  we  know  her  kind. 

You  do  not  recognise  her  faults. 

We  do, 

As  clearly  as  your  virtues  we  perceive. 
And  we  are  just,  or  so  we  try  to  be, 
Seeking  the  noblest  qualities  in  all 
We  rub  against.    Be  wise,  and  do  the  same. 

I  beg  of  you,  be  gentle  with  our  dear, 

Whose  throbbing  nerves,  always  too  highly  strung, 

Are  strained  to  snapping  pitch. 

You  make  her  nerves 
Excuse  her  pride,  a  fault  whose  deadly  root 
Is  in  the  soul. 
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ISMENE.  Austerity  like  yours 

Though  noble,  is  too  hard  and  pitiless 

To  effect  much  good You  cannot  know  the 

world. 

CORINNA.      And  have  you  such  a  large  experience  ? 

ISMENE.        Nay  ;  but  I  come  more  fitly  armed  to  meet  it, 

Corinna,  for  I  love  men's  faults  a  little ; 

You,  hating  these,  love  only  their  good  parts, 

And  so  lack  sympathy. 

CORINNA.  Your  guileless  heart 

Outsways  your  reason.    Reeison  rules  my  heart. 

LYDIA.  Misrules  it  rather. 

CORINNA.  Peace,  impertinent ! 

ISMENE.        Arachne  is  delaying... Much  I  fear 
She  cannot  conquer  a  divinity. 

LYDIA.  Though  none  of  us  has  seen  her  masterpiece 

We  must  suppose  it  is  a  paragon, 
For,  when  she  staggered  to  her  bed  last  night. 
Though  dead  with  weariness,  she  smiled,  so  say 
Her  parents,  with  a  sort  of  painful  triumph. 

ISMENE.        Certain  of  victory  ? 

CORINNA.  As  certain,  then, 

As  1  am  that  she  will  outwoven  be. 

NYMPHS.      Alas !  Alas !  Alas !  for  sweet  Arachne ! 

LYDIA.  Why  do  you  tremble  there,  you  roral  fays  ? 

MEROPE.      Athena  will  destroy  our  pretty  one. 

UNDINE.        No  more,  no  more  beside  our  golden  pools 
With  her  embroidery  and  weaving  loom 
Will  she  appear. 

SILVENE.  Alas !  No  more,  no  more 

Shall  we  behold  her  dancing  fingers  ply 
The  shuttle  to  and  fro. 
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TRYPHENE, 


IRENE. 


CORINNA. 


LYDIA. 

CORINNA. 
ISMENE. 


CORINNA. 

ISMENE. 

NYMPHS. 
ANNYS. 


ISMENE. 
IDMON. 


And  nevermore 
Will  she  fling  toys  to  us,  or  weave  the  flowers 
We  gather  into  wreaths  and  necklaces. 

But  she  will  die,  and  each  unhappy  day 
We'll  flood  the  river  with  our  silver  tears, 
Weeping  Arachne  lost. 

Cold-hesurted  elves, 
Ye  will  not,  with  such  airy  memories. 
Before  the  yellow  blossoms  in  the  marsh 
Are  faded,  when  Arachne's  name  is  spoke, 
Ye'U  cry :  Arachne  ?    Who  is  this  dead  girl 
That  mortals  tell  of  ?    Knew  we  this  Arachne  ? 
Nay,  nay,  we  knew  her  not.    And  merrily 
Ye'U  sing  and  dance  and  play,  slight,  green-eyed 
things. 

Had  these  immortal  spirits  memories 
Like  ours  Corinna,  they  would  pray  to  die. 

They  would  not,  for  immortal  hearts  are  cold. 

Our  human  memories  are  merciful. 
And,  shining  like  a  moonbeam  on  the  past, 
Light  up  the  pleasant  roads  we  trod,  but  leave 
The  ugly  places  in  forgotten  gloom. 

You  speak  like  winter. 

Youth  is  very  old  ! 

{Enter  Idmon  and  Annys.) 

Alas  !  Aleis !  for  your  unhappy  child  ! 

Pale  naiads,  though  Arachne  conquer  not. 
Yet,  unto  us  her  web  so  wondrous  seems. 
The  noble  goddess  can  but  give  her  praise. 

Ah  !  You  have  seen  her  web  ? 

We  have  indeed— 
And  in  the  frame  instead  of  pictured  scenes. 
The  scenes  themselves  appear.    Her  woven  waves 
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ANNYS. 


LYDIA. 

ANNYS. 

NYMPHS. 

ISMENE. 

IDMON. 

ISMENE. 

NYMPHS. 


Break  into  foam  along  their  purple  manes. 
Her  woven  sunlight  burns  the  gazing  eye. 

I  pray  you  all,  be  cheerful  when  she  comes, 
And  tender  with  her  ;  for  this  awful  year 
Of  labour  hath  so  wearied  her,  she  droops— 
A  sickly  flower. 

We  shall  support  our  friend. 

Plague  her  not,  elves. 

No — no. 

She  comes  not  still. 

Alone  we  left  her  in  the  ilex  grove ; 
She  bade  us  go  before. 

This  solitude 
Will  soothe  and  fortify  her  careworn  mind. 

{singing.) 
Alas !  Shall  a  mortal  be  suffering  pain 
When  each  dawn  brings  a  thousand  new  blossoms 

to  birth ; 
When  the  leaves  on  the  sallow  are  bursting  again  ; 
And   the   grsisses   push  up   through  the   sweet- 
smelling  earth  ? 
Shall  a  child  of  mankind  be  unhappy  in  spring, 
When  the  primrose  and  lilac  are  scenting  the  lea ; 
When  the  radiant  flowers  of  the  almond  take  wing, 
And  are  borne  on  the  river  away  to  the  sea  ? 

{Enter  Arachne,  carrying  a  tveh,) 


SILVENE.    She  stoops. 
MEROPE.    She  drags  her  feet. 
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UNDINE.  Like  trailing  weeds 

Her  locks  dishevelled  are. 

IRENE.  —Her  fingers  stained 

With  dyes. 

TRYPHENE.  —Her  girdle  knotted  carelessly. 

Why  !  She  is  old ! 

LYDIA.  Alas !  Unhappy  one. 

How  changed ! 

ISMENE.  But  see  the  glory  in  her  eyes ! 

Rest  on  this  bank,  dear  heart,  and  let  us  smooth 
Your  tangled  hair. 

LYDIA.  She  scarcely  knows  her  hriends~- 

Forlorn  Arachne. 

NYMPHS.  See  how  wan  she  is. 

ANNYS.         Sweet  child,  embrace  thy  long-neglected  friends ; 

Heed  them  a  little. 
CORINNA.  Come  you  thus  arrayed 

To  meet  Athena— like  a  beggar-girl  ? 

Have  you  no  pride— no  dignity  ?    None  left  ? 

This  mean  condition  Wisdom  will  offend 

Ere  she  behold  your  web.    Attire  yourself 

More  fitly. 

IDMON.  Peace,  Corinna.     She  is  ill, 

ARACHNE.    Your  voices  squeak  and  grate  upon  my  ears ; 

I  cannot  bear  them If  I  seem  unkind, 

Forgive  me :    I  am  cruelly  outworn. 
And  yet  not  beaten ;  nay,  triumphant  rather... 
How  cold  it  blows ;  the  sunlight  pains  my  eyes... 
I  thank  you,  mother,  for  the  anxious  care 
You  gave  me ;  father,  you  for  playing  slave 
To  me ;  you,  patient  friends,  for  loving  me ; 
And  you,  slim  naiads,  for  remonbering  me. 
I  thank  you  all. 
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Come  now,  Athena ;  I  am  well  prepared 
To  face  thy  handiwork  ;  for  here  is  mine- 
Such  as  no  mortal  fingers  wove  till  now. 
My  health,  my  joy,  my  almost  all  it  cost ; 
But  gladly  do  we  sacrifice  ourselves, 

We  makers,  for  the  things  we  make 

The  wind 
Is  wintry  cold.    The  sunshine,  how  it  glares. 

{Enter  Athena,      All  kneel,  except  Arachne.) 

ATHENA.     Arachne ! 

ARACHNE.     Pity  me  not  Athena ;  that  were  vain. 

This  drooping,  broken  girl  who  speaks  to  thee 
Is  not  Arachne.     Her  true  spirit  shines 
Like  sunrays  in  her  soul  invisible— 
As  proud,  serene,  and  joyful  as  thine  own. 

Pity  offendeth  not  true  pride,  Arachne. 
I  thought  to  find  thee  penitent  ere  now ; 
And  long  have  listened  for  the  first  faint  breath 
Of  thy  humility. 

Humility ! 

I  listen  still,  and  still  am  willing,  girl, 

To  pardon  thee 

O  be  again  that  child 
Whose  wavering  fingers  on  thy  little  loom 
I  loved  to  guide  ;  then  shall  this  hapless  year 
Leave  but  a  warning,  not  a  punishment. 


ATHENA. 


ARACHNE. 
ATHENA. 


Lower  thine  eyes,  Arachne  ;  stare  not  so ; 
And  mock  me  not  with  thy  disdainful  lip. 

ARACHNE  {spreading  her  web.)    Behold  ! 

ATHENA.     Defiant  still  ?    Will  nothing  move  thee  ? 

ARACHNE.    Nothing  but  justice— that  is  all  I  ask. 

Look,  goddess,  on  the  thing  that  I  have  made. 

34 


ATHENA  {to  nymphs)     Away,  pale  spirits,  to  your   watery 
homes. 

NYMPHS.       Farewell,  sweet,  sweet  Arachne,  fare  thee  well. 

{Exeunt  nymphs.) 

ATHENA.      Be  gone,  ye  mortals. 

ISMENE.  Go,  and  leave  our  friend ! 

Oh  let  us  stay  with  her. 

ATHENA.  I  bid  you  go. 

LYDIA.         She  is  so  young.  Immortal  One,  henceforth 
She  will  be  wiser,  sweeter,  humbler  too. 
Be  more  than  just  with  her— be  merciful. 

ATHENA.       Do  ye  misdoubt  my  patience?    Go  in  peace. 

{Exeunt  Lydia  and  Ismene.) 

CORINNA.    Great  Goddess,  for  her  future  hope  and  weal 
Her  punishment  should  match  her  vanity. 

ATHENA.       Be  thou  a  thought  less  wise ;  a  thought  more  kind. 

CORINNA.     Pardon,  Athena. 

ATHENA.  Thou  art  pardoned.     Go. 

{Exit  Corinna) 

ANNYS.        Must  we  forsake  our  child  ? 

ATHENA.  Forsake  her,  no ; 

But  leave  her,  yes,  a  little  while. 

ANNYS.  Farewell, 

Arachne,  love,  my  heart  yearns  after  thee. 

IDMON.         Farewell,  dear  daughter.    Oh  my  soul  is  wrung 
To  leave  thee  thus. 

ANNYS.  Athena  it  all  wise. 

{Exeunt  Idmon  and  Annys.) 

ATHENA.      Show  me  thy  web,  Arachne.     Ah  ! 
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ARACHNE.  She  frowns. 

,  And  pries  for  blemishes ;  but  there  are  none. 

Noble  Athena,  is  my  work  so  poor 
That  on  it,  like  black  spots,  thy  frowns  descend  ? 
Is  my  bad  weaving  a  disgrace  to  thee 
Who  taught  me?      Was    thy    schooling  all   for 
nought  ? 

ATHENA.      O  headstrong,  foolish  girl,  whence  spring  these 
sneers 
That  twist  thy  mouth  awry  ?    I  know  thy  heart 
Denies  them.     Wherefore  speak  so  cruelly 
To  one  who  wills  thee  well  ? 

ARACHNE.  I  saw  thy  frowns. 

ATHENA.      I  frown  upon  the  subject  of  thy  web, 
Not  on  the  weaving,  that  is  beautiful— 
A  masterwork  of  radiant  tapestry. 
But  oh,  Arachne,  why  hast  thou  portrayed 
Those  deeds  of  the  immortals  that  mankind 
In  narrow,  human  reasoning  call  crimes  ? 
Thy  theme,  girl,  is  unworthy  of  thy  skill. 

ARACHNE.    Have  themes,  then,  aught  to  do  with  highest  art  ? 

It  is  the  art  that  matters 

Markest  thou 
Those  liquid,  swelling  waves  ;  the  dazzling  Swan ; 
And,  which  was  difficult  to  weave,  the  look 
Of  first  misgiving  on  Europa's  face, 
As,  plunging  through  the  sea,  the  ivory  bull 
Bears  her  away  ?  And  markest  thou,  my  Teacher, 
How  the  divinity  of  Zeus  shines  out 
Unseen,  but  yet  suggested,  through  his  hide  ? 
These  things  were  hard  to  weave. 

ATHENA.  They  are  well  done. 

The  only  blemish  in  them  is  the  thought 
They  picture. 
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ARACHNE.  Morals  cannot  mar  great  art— 

And  thou  hast  called  mine  perfect.   Canst  thou  then 
Outweave  perfection  ?    Nay.    So  our  two  webs 
Must  equal  be,  and  then  the  triumph's  mine, 
I  being  mortal. 

ATHENA.  Peace,  too  subtle  girl. 

Now  fold  thy  web  again,  and  look  on  this. 

ARACHNE.    The  sun  reflected  from  it  dazzles  me. 
I  can  see  nothing. 

ATHENA.  It  is  not  the  sun 

That  dazzles.    Shade  thine  eyes. 

ARACHNE.  Do  I  grow  blind  ? 

Now  I  see  better.    Oh  !  A  dream !  A  dream ! 

ATHENA.      What  seest  thou  ? 

ARACHNE.  The  mighty  Rock  of  Ares 

At  Athens.    On  ten  lofty  thrones  appear 
Ten  Gods—Olympian  Zeus  is  in  the  midst. 
Before  them  stand  two  other  Deities  : 
There,  grim  Poseidon,  risen  from  the  waves. 
With  trident  huge  has  struck  the  craggy  rock. 
Which,  gaping,  vomits  upward  a  wild  horse, 
Enwreathed  in  smoke  that  from  the  chasm  pours. 
There,  opposite,  I  see  thy  warrior  self 
Touching,  with  silver  lance,  the  gentler  earth 
From  which  there  springs  an  upright  olive  tree, 
Gle£uning  with  leaves  and  berries... The  ten  Gods, 
Toward  thee  inclining,    with  their  looks  proclaim 
Thy  gift  the  greater  ;  granting  thee  the  right 
To  call  that  golden  city  by  thy  name  : 
Athena — Athens. 

ATHENA.  Is  the  weaving  good  ? 

ARACHNE.     So  wonderful,  so  pure  and  beautiful 

^  That,   looking    on    it,    I    could   weep.      What's 
perfect 
Doth  win  from  us,  that  so  imperfect  are, 
The  praise  of  tears. 
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ATHENA,  iaside)  Her  fiery  heart  is  touched. 

ARACHNE.    That  glint  in  the  wild  horse's  eye  !    That  hoof ! 
That  windy  mane !      Magic  is  there,  not  art— 
Those  sparks  that  flicker  from  the  stricken  rock  !... 
How  were  these  glories  born  ?... 

ATHENA,  (aside.)  Alas !    Poor  child  ! 

She  has  forgotten  why  this  web  was  wrought. 
Yet  who  but  loves  the  artist  true  enough, 
Though  beaten,  human  envy  to  disdain, 
Adoring  that  which  beat  him  ? 

ARACHNE.  I  could  stroke 

Those  silvery  leaves,  and  pluck  that  berried  twig. 

ATHENA.      Arachne... 

She  is  dazed... 

Hast  thou  forgot  ? 
(Arachne  remembers.) 

^ARACHNE.    Oh  everlasting  shame  !— 

(She  fears  her  own  weh  madly  in  pieces,  slips 
to  the  ground,  and  covers  her  head  with  her  arms. 
Athena  stoops  and  gently  touches  her,  then  goes 
off  carrying  her  weh. 

Enter  Nymphs,  who  bend  round  Arachne.) 

UNDINE.       She  faints! 

IRENE.  She  sobs! 

MEROPE.  Her  web  is  torn  across ! 

TRYPHENE.    Her  face  is  hidden  in  her  trembling  arms ! 

SILVENE.       Alas !    Our  sweet  Arachne  is  destroyed  ! 

{Enter  Idmon  and  Annys.) 

IDMON.  She  cried  as  she  were  hurt  Behold  !  she  weeps, 
Whom  nothing  but  great  grief  can  move  to  tears. 

ANNYS.  Speak  to  thy  mother.  None  would  do  thee  harm 
While  she  is  here.  Woe!  Woe!  She  hears  me  not. 
My  child !    My  child ! 
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IDMON. 

ISMENE. 

LYDIA. 
CORINNA. 

LYDIA. 

ISMENE. 
CORINNA. 

ISMENE. 


{Enter  hmene,  Corinna  and  Lydia.) 

She  is  insensible. 
What  hath  Athena  done  ?    Oh  Gods  of  grace ! 

Your  friends  are  by  you.     Lift  your  drooping  head 
And  lean  upon  us All  you  love  are  here. 

Twas  envy  stung  Athena. 

Guard  thy  tongue, 
Rash  Lydia  ;  such  wild  words  are  dangerous. 

When  friends  endangered  are,  we  do  not  heed 
The  danger  that  encompasses  ourselves. 
Arachne !  Dear  companion  ! 

She  is  deaf. 

Leave  her  until  her  frozen  thoughts  awake 
And  comfort  her. 

Our  love  should  be  her  balm. 
(The  nymphs  surround  Arachne.) 
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UNDINE.        Sweet,  we  will  carry  thee  to  yonder  stream 

And  dive  with  thee  beneath  the  singing  water. 

MEROPE.       We'll  crown  thine  aching    forehead    with     cool 
flowers, 
.    And  lay  thee  on  a  bed  of  golden  sand, 
Whence,  looking  up,  thou'lt  see  the  sunshine  dance 
Upon  a  watery  roof. 

TRYPHENE.  We'll  find  thee  toys : 

Crystals  that  hidden  in  the  river  lie ; 
Abandoned  shells,  and  fiery  chips  of  quartz. 
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SILVENE.       We'll  bid  the  Nereids  bring  ocean  pearl 

From  deep  sea  floors  to  build  thee   looms  and 

spindles, 
On  which  to  spin  the  tangled  weeds,  and  weave 
The  mace  and  rush. 

IRENE.  We'll  sing  thee  endless  tales 

Of  fairy  deeds. 

UNDINE.  Arachne  shall  be  queen 

Of  swift  Pactolus.    Mortal,  dost  thou  heed  ? 

MEROPE.      Alas !    She  cannot  hear  us.     She  is  white, 
And  soon  will  die. 

TRYPHENE.  Away,  away,  away, 

For  death  is  terrible ! 

ALL.  Away,  away  ! 

{Exeunt  Nymphs.) 

ANNYS.         Speak  to  thy  broken-hearted  mother,  child ; 
A  mother  can  bear  all  her  child's  distress. 

IDMON.         Forget  thy  great  unhappiness  in  us, 
Who  suffer  doubly  for  thy  su^ering. 

ANNYS.         She  answers  not. 

{Enter  Athena.) 

IDMON.  Her  stricken  heart  is  dead. 

ATHENA.      Sad  mortals,  leave  your  daughter  ;  this  wild  grief 
Will  pass,  and  she  will  be  restored  to  you 
A  child  made  wiser  by  experience. 
Youth  is  not  young  if  it  be  passionless  ; 
And  agony  thus  keen  will  strengthen  her. 

LYDIA.  Ismene,  come  ;  we'll  fill  her  room  with  flowers  ;- 

Pink  hyacinths  shall  scent  her  couch  to-night. 

ISMENE.        Join  us,  Corinna. 

CORINNA.  Yonder  lies  a  coombe 

Where  violets  as  blue  as  evening  grow. 
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LYDIA.  Then  lead  us  there. 

ISMENE.  Arachne  shall  rejoice 

Ere  long,  and  be  her  loving  self  again. 
{Exeunt  Corinna,  Lydia  and  Ismene,) 

ANNYS.         Let  us  go  too,  dear  husband,  and  prepare 
Surprises  for  our  daughter.     I  will  cook 
Her  favourite  dish ;  and  you  shall  deck  the  board 
With  thos6  rare  vessels  we  have  never  used 
Since  she  was  born. 

IDMON.  And  incense  will  we  burn 

To  soothe  her  shattered  nerves. 

ANNYS.  Before  she  sleeps 

Our  loved  one  shall  forget  her  bitter  shame. 
{Exeunt  Idmon  and  Annys.) 

ATHENA.      Arachne. .  .Child. . ,     Untwine  thine  arms ;  look  up. 
The  past  is  dead.     If  thou  can'st  wipe  away 
The  precious  tears  of  thy  humility 
With  thy  torn  web,  it  was  not  woven  in  vain. 
O  may  divine  compassion  move  thee  not  ? 
Alas  !  not  yet  ?      ...But  though  this  present  storm 
Must  beat  upon  the  kingdom  of  thy  mind 
Until  thy  thoughts  subdue  the  winds  and  waves, 
Only  by  conquering  such  hurricanes 
Can'st  thou  in  twilit  after  years  attain 
The  goal  of  all  great  minds :  serenity. 
•  *  •  *  • 

Ah !     Shrink  not  thus :   my  heart  is  turned  to 

thee 
In  gentle  ruth  and  love  ineffable. 
Does  this  mean  nothing  to  thee— nothing  still  ? 

She  presses  to  her  ears  her  quivering  hands, 
Shut  in  defiant,  hopeless  solitude. 
{Athena  withdraws.) 
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ARACHNE.    Poor  mangled  beauty;  thus,  in  tearing  thee, 
I  have  torn  up  my  heart... my  heart,  my  heart, 
This  shame  will  stifle  thee.     Be  still ;  be  still— 
Thy  beating  suffocates  me. . .     O  Arachne  ! 
Thou  ruined  thing,  for  evermore  disgraced-~ 
That    loathes   the    earth   it    treads— the    air    it 

breathes— 
And  most  of  all  its  despicable  self. 
*  Humility  '  ?    No,  no,  I  was  not  born 
To  bend  the  knee,  and  go  with  eyes  cast  down. 
I  was  born  great ;  great  genius  was  mine. 
Which  in  my  own  unprofitable  pride 

I  have  destroyed  for  ever Lasting  shame 

And  never-ending  bitterness  shall  eat 

My  soul  away,  till  death  deliver  me. 

Death !  Ah  sweet  friend  whom  the  immortals  lack, 

I  never  loved  thy  name  before— but  now 

'Tis  music.     For  I  cannot  live  with  scars 

So  hideous  in  my  soul I  am  too  proud  ; 

Ay,  and  too  weary 

When  there's  nothing  left 
To  beckon  to  us  from  the  years  to  come- 
Nothing  to  ease  our  present  travailling 
With  expectation  of  sweet  future  joys- 
Then  it  is  wise  to  die— and  be  at  rest. 

(She  unfastens  her  girdle  and  hangs  it  round 
the  branch  of  a  tree.) 

Be  thou  my  friend,  dumb  oak,  and  in  thine  arms 

Uplift  me Thus I  do  not  fear  to  die. 

Better  to  sleep  in  death  than  live  in  shame. 

iShe  is  going  to  hang  herself  when  Athena 
appears  and  supports  her.) 

ARACHNE.    Support  me  not.     I  am  too  proud  to  live. 
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ATHENA.      Be  thou  still  prouder,  child  ;  too  proud  to  die. 

ARACHNE.    Life,  that  seemed  beautiful,  has  hideous  proved. 

ATHENA.       Look  on  !  Look  on !  The  secret  future  smiles. 

ARACHNE.    The  future  is  a  trick  to  make  us  hope 

For  what  shall  never  come.     I  trust  it  not. 
My  heart  cries  out  to  cease.    Oh  let  me  die ! 

ATHENA.  Wherefore  ?    Thy  parents  love  thee. 

ARACHNE.  Still  they  may. 

ATHENA.  Thy  hriends  adore  thee. 

ARACHNE.  They  will  not  forget 

ATHENA.  Spring  is  around  thee. 

ARACHNE.  Blight  is  all  I  see. 

The  beauty  of  the  world  is  ugliness 
To  eyes  that  stare  from  dead  and  blackened 

souls. 
This  shame  has  scorched  my  soul  and  blackened 

it. 
Be  merciful,  and  let  my  sorrow  end. 

ATHENA.       I  love  thee. 

ARACHNE.  Love  the  memory  of  me— 

And  pity— pity  cannot  hurt  the  dead. 

ATHENA.     O  wild,  despairing  bitterness  of  youth  ! 


Thou  shalt  not  die ;  but  from  the  world  of  men, 
Arachne,  at  my  will  shalt  thou  depart. 
I'll  change  thy  form  but  not  thy  faculty  ; 
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For  thou  more  skilfully  shalt  weave  and  spin 
Than  ever  as  a  maid  thou  didst.     Henceforth 
Gossamer  shalt  thou  spin  and  cobwebs  weave, 
And  shalt  embroider  flowers  and  buds  and  fronds. 
Hedges  and  pastures,  woods  and  fountain  groves 
Shall  be  thy  workshop.    There,  industrious  one. 
Thou  shalt  weave  baskets  to  collect  the  dew 
That  f  alb  on  still  autumnal  nights  ;  and  nets 
To  film  the  heath  at  dawn.    Thou  shalt  twine 

threads 
To  span  wide  gulfs  between  the  stems  of  plants ; 
And  glassy  bridges  shalt  thou  throw  across 
Deep  chasms  in  the  rocks  ;  the  stream  itself 
Thou,  borne  upon  the  breeze,  shalt  overarch. 
Thy  gleaming  webs  shall  knit  the  russet  leaves 
On  humid  autumn  days  ;  and  glint  among 
The  scarlet  fruit  that  ripens  on  the  rose. 


Yea  ;  everywhere :  between  the  dying  flowers, 
The  falling  foliage,  the  bursting  pods. 
Thy  little  silver  tapestries  shall  hang, 
To  glad  the  vision  of  the  old  and  young. 

ARACHNE.     Oh  thou  most  Merciful !  My  gratitude. 
Kneeling,  I  give  thee  in  one  loving  kiss. 

{Arachne  kisses  the  hem  of  Athena's  robe.) 


ATHENA.  Before  I  change  thy  human  shape,  know  this 
Thy  friends  and  parents  shall  be  comforted ; 
Their  grief  to  hope  converted. 

ARACHNE.  O  most  Kind ! 
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ATHENA.      Maiden,  farewell.    In  thy  new  form  appear. 

(Athena  touches  her.  The  scene  is  darkened. 
When  it  hrightenSf  Arachne  is  seen  as  a  spider  on 
a  cobweb.) 

Transformed  thus,  O  little  one,  remain 
Through  summer,  autumn,  winter,  till  the  Spring 
Revive,  when  I  will  give  thee  back  again 
Thy  maiden's  form,  and  thou,  awakening, 
Shalt  smile  upon  me,  and  all  this  shall  seem 
But  as  a  dream,  O  little  one,'-a  dream. 

CURTAIN. 
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